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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy-here\'s your Pilot Bruce babe. ;) 


"Laff all you bludi well want!" 

"Harry's afraid to go flying, Harry's afraid to go flying..." Bruce's singsong voice only increased the color in 
Steve's face. Bruce cracked up, reaching over and running his hand up Steve's thigh. "And does it make your 
balls want to crawl up inside you or does it make you get hard?" 

Steve yelped, swatting Bruce's hand. "Bludi ‘elll Wot is wrong wif you?" 

Bruce wiggled his eyebrows. "I'm horny. We've been off the road for what now, six weeks?" 


Steve grumbled. "Don't you ‘ave a wife?" 


Bruce reared back, looking genuinely hurt. "Oh, well, thank you ever so much Harry." 


Steve sighed, grabbing Bruce's arm as he stood up. “Look, I'm sorry. H's one fing where we're on the road, 


y'know? Just, ‘ere, well it's a bit different: 

"Right. I'll remember that. Well, | just stopped by to see if you wanted to take a spin with me in this plane, but 
obviously the answer is no so I'll just head off. | guess I'll see you when it comes time for the new album to 
start.” Pulling his arm away, Bruce headed for the door. 

Steve got up and caught Bruce before he could open the door to the study. "Will you stop actin’ like an arse?" 
Steve's arm slid around his waist, his mouth seeking the spot behind Bruce's ear that nearly made his knees 
give way. "It's a bit ‘arder to do this ‘ere is all I'm sayin" 


Bruce groaned, his hands reaching back to grip Steve's thighs. "I know. And l'm being a twit." 


"You are a bludi twit" Steve sighed, nipping Bruce's earlobe and laughing when he yipped. "So, when did you want 
to go flyin?" 


Bruce turned to face him, grinning with a rather wicked leer to it that made Steve roll his eyes. "Saturday? | 
have a flight but we can go up when | get in" 


Steve nodded. "Right, phone me wif the details and I'll meet you there." 

Bruce nodded, looking for all the world like a kid who just got everything he wanted for Christmas. "Right." 
Stepping back until he was against the door, he grabbed the waistband of Steve's jeans and pulled him against 
him. Steve caught himself with his hands, resting them on either side of Bruce's head as their lips met, 
tongues seeking places that they hadn't been for a while, remembered tastes and textures making them both 
groan, Steve's leq pushing between Bruce's as they rubbed against each other. 


Steve turned his head, breathing hard, "Cor, Bruce, gimme a bludi ‘ardon why don't you." 


Bruce grinned. "I'm trying." Giving Steve another quick kiss, he pushed him back. "I'll phone you." Opening the 


door, he was gone. 

Steve shook his head. Flying. Just fucking lovely. 

"Harry!" 

Steve turned toward Bruce's voice, forcing a grim attempt at a smile. "Bruce." 


Bruce snorted. "Damn Harry, look like someone just killed your kitten why dont you?" 


"lm ‘ere, right?" 

Bruce nodded, placing his hand on Steve's shoulder. "Relax, it'll be fun. You've flown with me lots of times." 
"Right, when | ‘ad to. Fuck, let's just go before | change me mind." 

Bruce stepped closer, keeping his voice low. "You trust me don't you?" 

Steve nodded. "It's not you Bruce, it's the soddin' plane.’ 

"Just trust me, and everything will be fine. By the end of the day I'd bet you'll be begging to go flying again" 
Steve snorted. "Right." 

"Oh fuck me, we're goin’ up in thar" 

Bruce laughed. "It's perfectly safe, Harry, even if it is small." 

"Wot is it?" 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Its a Beech King Air 8200." 

Steve sighed. "Like | ‘ave any bleedin’ idea wot that means. Alright, come on, let's get it over wif." 

Climbing into the cabin, Steve swore, nearly banging his head on the roof. "Cor, Bruce, it's a bloody shortarse." 
Bruce climbed in behind him, laughing. "Good thing we are too, then. Follow me." 


Steve's eyes widened. "Where?" Bruce climbed over the center pedestal and into the cockpit. "In there? Isn't 


that fer pilots only?" 


Bruce grinned, turning around and crooking a finger. "Just don't touch anything. This plane can be flown by a 


single pilot, which is me. See the uniform?" 


If Steve's stomach hadn't been in his throat he would have had to admit it was hard not to see Bruce in 
uniform. However, due to the fact the moment of truth -- also known as takeoff -- was growing nearer, 
opening his mouth seemed like less and less of a good idea since his breakfast was making threats involving 
reappearance. Seeing how pale Steve's face was, Bruce stepped back into the cabin, guiding him to one of the 
seats and gently urging him to sit. Encased in the plane, away from prying eyes, Bruce went to one knee in 


front of him, lightly rubbing his thighs. 


"Harry, relax. We've got great weather, this plane is a dream to fly, and | promise you nothing will happen. 
Steve swallowed hard. "Cor, | fink me balls have made it up to me ears." 


Bruce couldn't help but laugh, sliding his hand up the inside of Steve's thigh and feeling his crotch. "No, right 
where they should be." 


Steve leaned forward, resting his forehead against Bruce's and taking several deep breaths. "Right. An‘ tell me 
why l'm doin’ this again?" 


Bruce sighed. "If you really don't want to Harry, we can get right back off." 


The disappointment in Bruce's voice made Steve wince. There was no accusation or anger, but still it was 
obvious Bruce had carefully planned this and it meant a great deal to him. Steeling his nerve, Steve shook his 


head. "No, lets go. Just get me arse up there before | change me mind." 
Bruce grinned. "Again?" 


Steve managed a short chuckle. "Just do yer job and fly the plane." Wrapping a hand around Bruce's tie, he 
pulled him forward, tilting his head and covering Bruce's mouth with his. Bruce groaned, digging his fingers into 
Steve's thighs and opening his mouth to accept Steve's tongue, sucking it gently, curling his around it as it 
licked over the inside of his cheeks and up along the roof of his mouth. Breaking the kiss, Steve gave Bruce a 
shaky grin. "Yer arse looks pretty good in tha' getup y'know?" 


Bruce blew out a breath. "Fuck Harry, do that again and we aren't gonna make it off the ground." Standing, 
barely remembering to stay bent before his head smacked the roof of the cabin, Bruce took Steve's hand. 


"Come on, let's go." 


Settled in the cabin next to Bruce, Steve watched as he ran through his checklist, peering at levers and knobs, 
clicking things off and on and running through the list until he was satisfied everything was in order. Steve 
took a few minutes to look around while he was doing this, careful to keep his hands tucked under his thighs, 
not wanting to accidentally bump anything. Three screens that displayed.something, a dozen or so dials set in 
two columns to Bruce's right on the panel, temperature gauges, torque meters, prop and NI rpm dials, fuel- 
flow gauges, oil temperature and pressure gauges, and in the middle of it all the radio heads and the weather 
radar map display. Steve had no idea what any of them did for the most part, but Bruce seemed so happy to 
take the time to point it all out he did his best to appear enthralled. 


Ten minutes later Steve's head was spinning. Landing-gear lever, lights, the flap lever clear over there, the 
indicator here instead of there, cabin altimeter and VSI near it. Pressurization controls, air conditioning and 
heating controls, in the center the power, propeller and condition levers. Fuel panel and circuit breakers and the 
switches for the electrical system, and a place Bruce called the eyebrow panel for lights and wipers. 


Emergency annunciator -- now that gave his stomach another spasm -- warning and advisory annunciator -- 


and the bloody difference was? -- controls for the autopilot, the EHS screen and Universal UNS-IK/ID long 


range navigation kit. 


Steve realized Bruce had stopped talking and was grinning at him, looking like a little boy showing off his 
favorite toy. Steve grinned back, even if it was a bit confusing, it was obvious Bruce knew what everything 


was and that was the important thing. 
"More bells and whistles than a bleedin’ circus” 

Bruce laughed. "It is a bleeding circus. Now, l'm just going to get clearance and we'll be off. So belt up." 

Steve fastened the safety belt, taking slow and steady breaths. "Bruce, | don't know if | can sit ‘ere and watch’ 
Bruce's hand found his, a frown crossing his face at the coldness of Steve's. "Harry, trust me, right?" 

Steve nodded. "Right" 


Bruce spoke into the radio, firing the engines and giving Steve a last grin before moving the plane forward and 


heading for their assigned runway. Putting his faith in the man beside him, Steve closed his eyes. 


Once the plane was in the air Steve actually found himself relaxing; although he had flown with Bruce before 
he had never actually watched him handle the plane, and he certainly seemed to know what he was doing. Or at 
least well enough that they hadn't crashed. Yet. It was actually even kind of cool to see out the front of the 
plane, flying into nothing but the sky ahead of them. This wasn't so bad, in fact.. 


Steve's fingers gripped the armrest as the plane started to descend. And even worse, it was descending toward 


what looked like nothing more than a big field. 


Steve thought the armrest would either break off in his fingers or his fingers would break off in the armrest, 
his heart so high in his throat he was gagging, Bruce oblivious to all this as he maneuvered the plane to the 
ground, touching down with a thump, the plane bumping along the packed earth runway until it slowed to a 
stop. Flipping various switches, Bruce turned to face Steve, for the first time realizing he was nearly rigid with 


panic. 


"Fuck! Harry!" Bruce jumped up, forgetting the low clearance, banging his head and swearing as he leaned over 
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Steve, unbuckling his belt and prying his hands loose. "Harry, breathe." 

Steve felt a trickle of air seep in, his body trying to remember how to work the basic mechanics of sucking 
and blowing air. The next breath was a little deeper until after several minutes Bruce had to tell him to slow 
down his breathing before he hyperventilated. 

"Bludi ‘elll Why didn’ you warn me?" 


Bruce grinned. "Because | wanted it to be a surprise." 


"Would ‘ave been a ‘ell of a surprise if | ‘ad a fuckin’ ‘eart attack!" 
"Oh for fuck's sake Harry! If something had been wrong | would have told you!" 
"When? Right before we ‘it?" 


"Oh why do | bother? Fuck it, let's just go back" Bruce climbed back into his seat. "Never mind all the fucking 
trouble | went to arrange this. Never mind that | had to nearly beg to switch flights to be home when this 


was available. Never mind | did it to give us a few fucking hours of fucking privacy. Never mind that..." 


"Bruce! | swear you fuckin’ go off quicker than a schoolboy lookin’ at his first pair of tits!" Bruce swung his 
head round, ready to go off again, shutting his mouth with a snap when he saw the grin on Steve's face. 


"We're ‘ere now so let's get on wif it" 


Bruce got back up, climbing out of the cockpit and opening the door to the plane, unfolding the steps and 
descending to the ground before poking his head back in. "Well come on then!" 


Steve rolled his eyes, getting up on still shaky legs and following him. "Bludi five year old." Fighting the urge to 
kiss the ground once he was off the plane, Steve looked around, his eyes nearly popping from his head at the 
field full of planes. "Wot the ‘ell?" 


‘It's like a graveyard for aircraft, Harry. Well, it is a graveyard for aircraft. It's just a private one." Bruce 
grabbed Steve's shirt, backing him up until he was against the side of the plane. "And there is no one here, it's 
just us; the fellow who owns it is away this weekend and was kind enough to allow me to take you on a private 
four." Pushing his thigh between Steve's, Bruce rubbed it slowly back and forth. Steve hissed, grabbing Bruce's 
hips and pulling him closer. 

Bruce twisted away, grinning. "Come on! | want to show you some of the stuff he has here." 

Steve rolled his eyes, following the nearly bouncing form across the grass to the field of planes. 

An hour later Steve was ready to strangle him. Not only was this not his idea of a fun time, but every so 
often Bruce would suddenly grab him and tease him with a touch of tongue, a brush of his cock or his hand 
and quite frankly Steve was tired of walking around with his dick half hard. 

BAC I-I. 

Right, fine, nice plane now how about you stop tonguing my ear and tongue somewhere else? 


MD-IL 


Arm around from behind, fingers teasing nipples through his shirt. 


Boeing 137-300. 

Big plane, even bigger rush of blood to his dick when Bruce ground his arse against it. 
Single piston, Dual piston, Turboprops. 

A piston? Steve would show him a piston! 

DC-4-51. 

A long, slow kiss, hands exploring Steve's back and arse, running up his thighs. 

Fokker F-28, 

Bruce's leg back between his, the thickly muscled thigh rubbing Steve's balls. 

Embraer 145. 

Bruce's hand stroking his cock through his jeans, his hot mouth attached to Steve's neck 


By the time they climbed into the Airbus A340, Steve was ready to kill him. Bruce was chattering away, 
pointing out the size of the cabin, the reason why this was such an important plane and just how much fun it 
was to fly while Steve trailed behind, wondering how much longer he could do this before Pilot Bruce ended up 
flying Air Steve. 


Bruce knew exactly what he was doing and was having the devil of a time keeping from laughing; Steve's face 
had gotten darker the longer the tour went on, his dick so eager that even if it did manage to soften a bit 
between planes it jumped right back to attention at Bruce's slightest touch. 


"Come look at this cockpit Harry!" 


Steve muttered something under his breath. Bruce only caught the words ‘my cockpit and nearly fell out 
laughing, managing to cover it with a cough, waving his hand in front of his face. "Bit dusty in here." Settling 
himself into the pilot seat, Bruce gazed out the windshield. "Look at that Harry! You could see forever, this 
thing is a bloody monster!" 


Steve's eyes ran over Bruce. He was still in uniform, the crisp white shirt a bit wrinkled now, but tailored to 
his chest and nipping in around his narrow waist, the black tie still knotted and snug around his neck, his hair 
just curling over the collar of his shirt. The patch of bars on his shoulder, his badge tucked into a pocket to 
keep it from swinging around as they walked, all leading down to a pair of trousers that hugged his waist, loose 
but snug enough that when he sat the material wrapped tight around his thighs. And when he stood, Steve 
noticed as Bruce rose to his feet to point at something on the console, they molded around the defined cheeks 


of his arse, making them look like two apples in need of a bite. 


As soon as Bruce sat back down in the seat Steve made his move, nearly hurdling the center console to 
straddle Bruce's legs, pinning him in the seat. Not a word was said, Steve's hands twisting in the front of 
Bruce's shirt and staring into his eyes, Bruce's hands finding Steve's hips, fingers digging in to drag him closer 
until their bodies were pressed together. Steve groaned, covering Bruce's mouth with his own and kissing him 
hard, loosening his grip on Bruce's shirt to slip his hands up around his neck as their tongues met, stroking and 
teasing, chasing back and forth and around. 


Steve's hands ran down over Bruce's shoulders, stroking down over his back, feeling the play in the muscles 
under the crisp shirt, the hard, muscular flanks bunching and releasing under his fingers as Bruce's hips 
thrust against him. Bruce pulled back, tugging Steve's shirt up over his head and tossing it aside, his hands 
combing through the hair on Steve's chest, fingers tickling his nipples, replacing fingers with his mouth, lapping 
and licking, catching the nub in his teeth and giving it a sharp tug, soothing it with broad swipes of his tongue 
before bringing his fingers back to roll and pull while his tongue wandered to the other, going back and forth 
until Steve was cursing and pulling his hair, forcing his head up. 

"Did you bring lube?" 

Bruce nodded. "In my pocket.” 


Steve grinned. "And ‘ere | fought you were jus' ‘appy to see me." 


Bruce grabbed Steve's hand and guided it between them, placing it on his crotch. "Oh, | am, Harry, | so fucking 


am. 


Steve's grin became a leer, his agile fingers manipulating Bruce's cock. "Bruce. Don't you fink we should try 
somefink different?" 


"Like what?" Bruce gasped, arching up against Steve's hand. 

Steve leaned forward, putting his mouth against Bruce's ear. "Fuck me." 
Bruce reared back, his eyes wide in disbelief. "What" 

Steve took Bruce's earlobe in his teeth, nipping it sharply. "I said fuck me." 
Bruce groaned. "Get the jeans off Harry, now" 


Steve climbed back over the console, toeing off his shoes and stripping out of his jeans and socks. Bruce put 
his hands on Steve's hip. "Move over." 


Steve shook his head. "No, stay where you are." Steve made his way back into Bruce's lap, sitting back as far 


as he could and undoing Bruce's belt and trousers, spreading them open. Shaking his head, Steve grinned. "Cor 


Bruce, wot's the point of wearin’ those?" 
Bruce grinned, looking down at the tiny black briefs. "To give you something to take off” 
Steve snorted. "Not takir’ ‘em off, jus’ gonna do this..." 


Easing the waistband down, Steve gathered Bruce's balls in his hand and lifted them up, letting the elastic slide 
underneath them, pushing the heavy sac high. 


Bruce groaned, tilting his head back "That does it for me as well." 
Steve wrapped his hand around Bruce's shaft, pumping it slowly. "I fought it might." 


Bruce started to pull his tie loose, stopping when Steve's hand covered his. "Leaf it." Still wanking his cock, 
Steve's free hand undid the buttons of Bruce's shirt, spreading it open and toying with his nipple, flicking and 
teasing first one then the other. 


Bruce guided Steve up on his knees before finding the pocket of his trousers and retrieving the lube, flipping 
open the cap and pouring some onto his fingers. Rubbing it around to heat it a bit, he bent his head and lapped 
at the tip of Steve's cock, his fingers parting the cleft of Steve's arse and rubbing the slick wetness over his 


hole. 


Steve hissed, arching his back, the head of his cock slipping into Bruce's mouth as the tip of his finger 
breached the tight ring, sliding easily in. Bruce raised his head. "It doesn't hurt?" 


Steve chuckled, blushing. "I been kind of usin’ me fingers to get it ready fer this.” 


"Bloody boy scout." Bruce cupped his free hand behind Steve's head, pulling him down and kissing him, darting 
his tongue inside of Steve's mouth and drawing his back, sucking and licking. 


Steve groaned into Bruce's mouth, his hand moving faster on Bruce's cock, pushing himself down to take more 
of his finger. Bruce added a second, his hips starting to rise to meet Steve's hand. Steve turned his head, biting 
Bruce's shoulder before letting his head drop into his neck Bruce twisted and scissored his fingers, curling 
them and brushing the ridge inside, making Steve buck and groan. 


Steve lifted his head from Bruce's shoulder. "Enouff, I'm ready." 
Bruce nodded, easing his fingers free. Grabbing the lube, he poured some into his hand. "Up." 
Steve pushed up on his knees, hissing when Bruce dipped his head and lapped the tip of his cock. Reaching 


around Steve's hip, Bruce smeared the lube over his cock, holding it upright, his other hand gently urging Steve 


to lower himself. The head brushed Steve's hole, drawing a groan from both men. 


"Ready?" 
Steve nodded. "Fer fuck's sake Bruce, just..fuckl" 


Steve gritted his teeth as the head forced him open, his fingers digging into Bruce's shoulders. He gasped when 
the head cleared the ring, shuddering as Bruce drew him down, several inches of the shaft disappearing inside. 
"Lift" Bruce's voice was strained, a shaky groan from his chest as Steve's body lifted again, guiding him lower 
with each stroke until his arse rested on Bruce's thighs. Bruce was grinding his teeth, his cock caught in the 
tightest grip he had ever felt, his vision already blurring as he fought to keep from coming into the grasping 
heat. 


Steve's hands slid under his shirt, fingers digging into his back. Eyes locked, Bruce gripped his hips and urged 
him up, keeping him up on his knees to allow Bruce room to thrust up inside him, the first gentle stroke 
making Steve shudder around him. Slow and easy, Bruce let his back and thighs propel his cock inside of Steve, 
drawing it back until just the head stayed inside before thrusting again 


Steve buried his face in Bruce’ s neck, tasting the sweat and skin, his hands stroking Bruce's flanks, feeling the 
power even in the careful movements of his hips, the muscles trembling as if anticipation of being turned 
loose. Bruce turned his head, seeking Steve's mouth, drawing him in for a kiss, sharing breaths and heated 
sounds, Bruce's hips moving faster, driving his cock deep, Steve's body finding the rhythm and rising and falling 
to meet him. 


"Arder," Steve panted against Bruce's mouth, his hands moving back around to Bruce's chest, pinching his 
ripples and tugging the hair, his cock rubbing against Bruce's stomach, precum leaving wet trails in the hair. 
Bruce nodded, letting his body move faster and harder, taking Steve's cock in his hand and letting it thrust 
through his fingers. 


Bruce groaned, frustrated by the limited motions he was able to do, wanting nothing more than to pound into 
the heated vise wrapped around his cock, his hips ramming upwards to meet the fall of Steve's arse, his cock 
jabbing full length with every thrust, his balls tight, his hand unconsciously milking the shaft of Steve's cock. 
Steve shuddered, little bolts of pain in his thighs from the awkward position making him pound harder, impaling 


himself on Bruce's cock, wanking himself with Bruce's hand, closer and closer to coming with every stroke. 


Bruce felt the knot in the base of his spine, a shock surging up and into his brain until he shouted out loud, 
driving his hips up and grinding his cock around inside of Steve, bathing the walls with his come, jerking and 
shuddering with each burst. Steve arched his back, dimly aware of crying out, his seed spilling over Bruce's 
hand and down onto his stomach, flexing his hips hard, his arse pulsing around the spurting cock inside him. 


Shaking, shudders still ripping through them, they crashed back down onto the seat, not aware of anything but 
the thick smell of sex and the electric currents that were still running through them. Panting and shivering, 
they relaxed against one another, waiting for their hearts and breathing to slow, wrapped in the feelings of 
satisfaction, their bodies still joined 


"Bludi ‘ell 
Bruce snorted, pushing Steve's hair back and nipping his neck. "That the best you can say?" 


Steve raised his head, lifting himself to let Bruce's cock slip from inside him, hissing softly. "Wot do you fink | 
should say?" 


Bruce spread his arms theatrically. "That was stupendous, phenomenal, incredible! And that was just the 
foreplay!" 


Steve rolled his eyes. "Right. Woteffer." 

Bruce caught him around the waist as he went to stand up. "Really Harry, was it alright?" 

Steve shook his head, reaching between them and gathering several fingerfuls of his come. Bruce caught his 
wrist, guiding his fingers to his mouth and sucking them in, Steve shuddering as he licked them clean. "Cor, 
Bruce..." Taking his fingers from his mouth, Steve brushed his lips over Bruce's. "It was good enuff that next 


time you ask me to go flyin’ wif you, I'll say yes." 


Bruce gave him a smug grin. "Damn. | am good" 


